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First printed publication of an extra story by the original creator, 
Akatsuki Kana. These are diary entries depicting a day that Violet 
and Gilbert spent together, from the point of view of each. 


Akatsuki Kana 


| believe that a life where you are told, “Welcome back” when 
returning from a trip to far away is a happy one. That is what this 
author feels when she writes, and therefore, the story of Violet is 
always awaiting your return. 


Violet Evergarden 
| rose at the same time as always in the morning today. 


Unlike usual, Major had a sweet fruit for breakfast. There was a 
marked tendency for mild fatigue when replenishing sugar levels. | 
advised that he should take some sort of measure to recover, but he 
patted me on the head and embraced me just once. That was 
Major’s way of saying “it’s fine like this”. The outcome was that no 
solution was reached and | was the one who energized from it. 


At noon, | went shopping with Major. 


As we went out, we spotted a stray dog sleeping under the sunlight. 
He was a few months old, with no signs of the parent dog in the 
area. Major gave the stray dog affection for a short while. According 
to him, he had met this one countless times. 


On the way home, we found the stray again. Major gave him 
affection once more. The dog also seemed attached to Major. This 
dog, | concluded, had good taste. | registered it as an object of 
protection. 


After Major gave the dog plenty of affection, we returned home 
together. 


| suggested adopting it, to which Major said, “Il don’t want to be so 
easygoing about keeping a living creature. Besides, our time 
together has only just started. | don’t want to give love to anyone but 
you for now.” 


My heartbeats were loud and my pulse rate was abnormal. | worried 
that it might be a bodily defect. 


In the evening, the weather turned into a rainy one. 


| could smell the rain, so | proceeded to take in the laundry. It went 
without any incidents. 


While making dinner, we realized that the weather was worsening. 
Major went outside and began to reinforce the windows of the house 
with wooden boards. 


Although | had experience digging dugouts, | was inexpert at 
reinforcing a house. As | proposed to help him even though it was 
not necessary, he appointed me to the post of keeping watch on the 
pot. 


The reinforcement of the house was completed while | cooked. As 
expected of his skills. When | asked where he had cultivated such 
experience, he said that he had learned it during his days at the 
Army’s Military Academy, which he spent together with President 
Hodgins. 


Dinnertime. 


Major enjoyed the soup and repeated the serving twice. His 
compliments had me flattered. | wanted to make it for him again. 


After dinner, we sat together on the couch and read books. 


The sounds of the rain and wind striking the house gradually became 
louder. My head was occupied with the stray dog that | had 
registered earlier. Apparently, the same was valid for Major, as the 


two of us happened to look out simultaneously through the gaps 
between the reinforced windows many times. 


Words mixed with hesitation came from Major, “Violet, could you stay 
at home? I’m thinking of going out to look for that puppy.” 


| shook my head and asked to join him. 


Obeying the Lord’s orders was what servants were to do. However, 
instances where the Lord could be in danger were a different story. 


Ultimately, we went outside together under the condition of dressing 
up tight in rain gear, which | proposed to Major. 


When the two of us stepped out, the rain was not as bad as we had 
expected — marching forward was possible in these circumstances. 
We searched for the stray dog for a while. 


“Claudia...” in the middle of the search, Major uttered a surprising 
sentence. 


“Claudia”... Claudia Hodgins. The name of President Hodgins. 


Filled with happiness, | wondered where he might be, yet he was 
nowhere in sight when | looked for him, and Major continued calling 
towards the empty space. He did seem tired, but could it be that he 
was at the point of seeing things, or perhaps he missed the other too 
much? 


If this were a battlefield, there would be a big possibility of him 
seeing illusions, but in reality, we were near our house. This was a 
terribly incomprehensible situation. 


One had to grasp the meaning of their Lord’s actions and strive for 
maximum support. | asked why he was calling for President 
Hodgins’s name. 


With a slightly embarrassed attitude, Major confessed that he had 
named the stray dog “Claudia”. 


Thinking back, he did say that he had met the stray several times. 
The fact that Major had named the stray dog after his best friend was 
nothing but proof of his affection towards it. Left with a deep 
impression, | promised him that we would definitely find it. 


Major and | continued the search for about an hour while calling, 
“Claudia!” 


We found the stray dog... correction: Claudia, crouching by the base 
of a large tree. We promptly safeguarded it and returned home. 


Claudia is now dry and receiving affection from Major. 


Today’s entry ends here. 


Diary: Rain After Sunny Weather 


| began my day with not enough sleep, perhaps because | was 
reading a novel the night before. My eyes hurt. 


| had ordered a copy of it because it was from an author that Violet 
had previously worked for as a ghostwriter, but | did not expected it 
to be so interesting. | was looking forward to the next volume. 


We were going to shop for groceries today, So we went out at noon. 


| found Claudia on the way. Without thinking, | approached and 
stroked him as | usually did. | was oblivious to Violet’s presence. 


| was slightly ashamed of showing myself attracted to puppies. I’m 
not the kind of man who has it together to begin with, so | wanted to 
act like as much of a composed adult as possible in front of the 
woman that I’m in love with. 


| suggested Violet to give it a stroke, my chest aching when she said 
that she would feel bad for the dog if she touched it, since both of 
her arms were prosthetics. Although | myself had a prosthetic arm, 
the other was a flesh one, able to feel pain and temperature. 


In order to erase the ache in my chest, | held her hand and we went 
all the way to the city. 


As we shopped, | procured my most desired item: apples. | had been 
really looking forward to it when Violet said, “How about | make some 
pie?” | didn’t know how to make sweets. 


We spotted Claudia on the way home as well. 


“Would he eat dried meat?” Violet suggested, so we fed it to him. 
She worried about Claudia while feeding him, saying that he had no 
sense of wariness, unlike military dogs, and wondering if he could 
live like this. That was so like her. 


As evening approached, the movements of the clouds became 
suspicious. The wind was strong. 


| took the initiative of reinforcing the windows. By the time | was 
finished, there was a warm meal ready. It was at times like these that 
| could feel | wasn’t alone. The soup was delicious. | hoped she 
would make it again. 


After dinner, | resumed reading Mr. Oscar’s writings. He wrote both 
for adults and for children, but as expected, the ones targeted at 
adults were my taste. Whenever | thought that Violet had assisted 
the work of someone who possessed such a wonderful mind, | was 
proud of her. | automatically found myself caressing Violet’s head 
while reading the book. 


She had grown into a beautiful and commendable woman, fitting of 
her name. 


Perhaps because | usually patted her head matter-of-factly as a love 
language, she had recently picked the habit of directing her head 
towards me whenever my hand reached to her. 


This was honestly troubling. So cute that | couldn't help myself. 


On the other hand, the weather was getting even worse. Claudia 
naturally crossed my mind. Could the body of a puppy endure this? 


Violet also looked out and said something ominous along the lines of 
“can that stray dog survive today”, which instigated even more 


anxiety from me. In the end, we went to see him. | had wanted Violet 
to stay home, but she ended up coming along. 


Frustrated that we couldn’t find him, | wound up involuntarily saying 
“Claudia”, and at that moment, | felt like covering my face with my 
hands, yet she said with a serious gaze that we would to find him no 
matter what. After a while, once we were safely able to take him with 
us, | let out a relieved sigh. 


| would try looking for people to adopt Claudia later. If there were no 
one to keep him, we would have no choice but do it ourselves, yet 
Violet was sure to accept it. As one would expect, we should chance 
the name if we were to take him in. | felt bad for Hodgins. No, since 
it’s him, he would probably say, “You like me a lot, huh” and be 
happy about it. 


| didn’t want that. 


That’s right — | feel like I'll forget it, so I'll write it down here. We had 
to prepare summer clothes for Violet soon. She was of age, so she 
looked beautiful no matter what she wore. 


Maybe we could go far away for a while once summer arrived. 


It would probably be the time of flower viewing in Drossel. She had 
said that she wanted to show them to me. 


Come autumn, we could go to Roswell. | hear that the falling leaves 
were beautiful over there. 


| also wanted to go to the so-called City of Stargazing one day. 


Having written up to this point, | wondered what Violet was doing and 
looked at her, only to find her cautiously stroking Claudia. She 
seemed crazy about him. | was a bit jealous. 


After putting down my pen, I’m going to give her a goodnight kiss. 
This person belongs to me. 


